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Regret 


Dave forlornly stared at the last photograph the band had ever had taken. David stood beside him and, just 


over their shoulders, were Chris and Shawn 


Shawn, their now ex-drummer with his impish smile, twinkling eyes and arms that could crush a man. Shawn, a 


man who Dave had harboured so much for and had found so few words to express it. 


There was a lump in his throat and Dave forced down the tears that threatened to fall. Neither Chris nor 
Shawn had spoken to Dave about their intentions to leave. Neither of them had sat down and had the "Hey, 
man, can we talk?" talk. They'd just left, leaving another gaping hole in Dave's already wounded psyche. They 


were just two more people who couldn't deal with him and they'd shown him in the most painful way possible. 


Swallowing around his tight throat, Dave picked up his phone. He didn't have to go through his contacts to find 
Shawn's number; it was one of the last ones he'd dialled, nestled in between David and Chris. 


His heart pounded as he listened to the dial tone. He shouldn't have been feeling like that; he was Dave fuckin’ 
Mustaine. He could do whatever he wanted and laugh at the reactions of his detractors. But this was Shawn. 
Funny, handsome, and downright sweet Shawn. The man who'd entered Megadeth like the perpetually happy 


puppy. His eyes had always been bright and his smile had forever been a mile wide. He'd also looked like he was 
always cooking up the craziest practical jokes but that hadn't mattered in Dave's eyes. No, all he'd felt for the 
drummer had been love and admiration And he'd never told Shawn how he felt. 

"The lawyer's are dealing with it, Dave," was Shawn's response to answering a phone call from his former boss. 


"l-I don't want to talk about that," Dave murmured. 


"Then what the hell do you want to talk about? I'm gone and so is Chris. We're gonna go and do our own shit 
together." 


That made Dave's heart ache, the realisation of how much he'd held back two very talented musicians. 
Dave kept his voice low, trying to keep his emotions in check. "I'm sorry." 


"What the hell are you sorry for, Mustaine? You got what you wanted, didn't you? You've wanted me gone for 
the past couple of years. Now you've got your Christmas wish. Merry fuckin’ Christmas, asshole." 


As Shawn tore in to him so Dave let his tears fall. His body ached for the man he'd let go of, the one he'd 


mentally put down in an attempt to quash his own feelings. 
‘I'm sorry," Dave softly repeated. "I'm so sorry. | didn't mean for it to end this way." 
"How did you mean for it to end?" Shawn's voice had softened a little. 


Dave swallowed hard and, with a shaking hand, he reached for the bottle of water that sat beside his 


computer. 

"l-I have feelings for you," he murmured. 

"Sorry. Can you repeat yourself?" 

‘| love you," Dave said. "I've always loved you and I'm sorry for not saying anything sooner." 


Letting out the deep breath he didn't realise he'd been holding, Dave leaned back against his chair. Shawn said 
nothing, the crackle of phone silence the only thing that let Dave know that the drummer was still there. 


"l-l don't know what to say," Shawn finally said. 
Please tell me you felt something. Anything.’ 


"| did | used to love you, adore you. You're a great man, Dave." Shawn's voice had lost the angry tone of a few 


moments previous. "You were my world. But now | don't know." 


Dave took another deep breath before asking, "Could you feel for me again?" 
From the other end of the line, he heard Shawn sigh. "I don't know." 

"Could you try? Shawn, |." Dave stalled and hung his head. 

"You what?" the drummer gently pressed. "What do you feel, Dave?" 


"I feel for you, Shawn. | feel so much that it fuckin’ hurts. I've never felt for anyone what | feel for you. Not 


even David." 

"Wow. Seriously?" 

"Seriously. Shawn, you were my whole world. There was no one but you and |. And | was a fuckin’ idiot for not 
telling you before. | was an idiot for ignoring it and ignoring you. | didn't mean to push you away. I'm sorry and 


if there's any chance of anything happening between us.." 


Dave let his voice trail off. Another pause hung in the air and Dave wiped the sweat from his brow. He'd done 


it. He'd spilled his heart and soul to Shawn. 

Finally, the drummer replied and Dave could hear the smile in his voice, "I'd love to try, Dave. I'm not going to 
lie, you hurt me really badly. But | want to try and make something work between us. Want to meet for 
coffee?" 

Dave's smile was a mile wide. "Sure. Sure. I'd love that. How's tomorrow at noon?" 


Shawn chuckled softly and Dave felt his heart melt at the sound. "At the usual place?" the drummer asked. 


Dave couldn't have been happier as he gently replied, "Definitely." 


